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Of course he himself would be most loyal to the Chief
of State.   If only he would change his habits !   Generally,
he would arrive late at night, when Paderewski was worn
out with fatigue ;  or there would be a telephone message
from the Belvedere, asking the Prime Minister to come out
and see Pilsudski on a most urgent matter.   Sometimes this
would happen at 2 a.m., often for no better reason than
that Pilsudski had had some surprising new ideas which he
wanted to place before his Prime Minister.   But could one
trust Pilsudski ?   Was he honest in his attitude towards his
Prime Minister?   Paderewski clearly perceived that Pil-
sudski was out to impress him.   What other reason could
there be for the exaggerated simplicity of his appearance
which contrasted so strangely with the display of brilliant
adjutants and elegant officers ?   Napoleonic gestures per-
haps ?   That would not have mattered had his mentality
not been so strange.   His arguments seemed to Paderewski
complicated, long-winded, far-fetched ;  he would talk for
hours, mixing fact and poetry, superstitions and political
planning.   He  was  moved   by mysterious  impulses, he
would  sometimes avoid  the  straight and narrow path,
and, worst of all, he would lose his temper.   Paderewski
himself could no longer control his temper.   He would
raise his voice, or become caustic.   Pilsudski would pace
feverishly across the room, stop in front of Paderewski,
assume a Napoleonic attitude, gesticulate wildly with his
cigarette,  and  shout  as  though  to his soldiers.   When
Pilsudski finally left the  room at about 5  a.m.  thick
clouds of cigarette smoke curled slowly above the table.
Often an ash-tray had fallen to the floor;  the remains
of dozens of long Russian cigarettes lay on the carpet,
amongst messy heaps of cigarette ash.   Paderewski too
would then leave the room, pale, exhausted, hardly able to
think or to feel.   By God, there was something terrible in
that man, with his hypnotic eyes and his unkempt appear-
ance !   One morning Paderewski turned to a secretary and
said: " You know, when he enters the room, there is a